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Author's Notes: 
A little something | threw together, as I've been thinking a lot about this possible pairing lately but haven't 


been able to find anything involving the two. So, this is my take on Dave and Marty, either love it or hate it. 
xD 


Dave hadn't meant to take it this far, it was just supposed to be a bit of teasing. He just wanted to see how 
far he could go to make Junior jealous, flirting with the shy and somewhat innocent Marty who had been an 
easy target. Flustered and tiny, Dave easily saw the smaller man crumble and melt into putty in his hands. It 
was just a lilt bit of fun, not going to lead anywhere. Until Junior had left the after show party with some tall 
blonde guy, and Dave's temper had blown his top off. 


Seething the ginger had dragged Marty with him to his hotel room, thankful for the isolated walls so he didn't 
have to listen to the noises Junior made as the male groupied fucked him. Roughly, he'd yanked the small 
guitarist into his own suite, slamming the door shut before pushing him up against it, locking their mouths and 
trapping him. 


Marty had squirmed, at first like he was trying to get free, hands clawing at Dave's muscular upper arms, 
but Dave was stronger and he had the height advantage, pinning Marty and making him unable to slip away. 
And finally, to Dave's surprise, the smaller man gave in. With a moan, he began to return the hngry, sloppy 
kiss. teeth clashing, tongues swirling. Dave had tasted blood but wasn't sure whether it was his or Marty's, his 
big callused hands fisted in the dark nest of soft, tiny curls. 


Which led them til where they were now, on the huge king size bed. marty was splayed out beneath Dave, his 
long, thick hair spread across the pillows. His already dark eyes were pitch black, full lips parted and spilling 
ragged moans. Dave knew he shouldn't be doing this, seducing the guitarist was a tupid move that he'd forever 
regret. Marty was his friend, Junior's friend. It was so much worse than cheating with some random face 


neither of them would ever remember or see again. 


Dave slipped his hands beneath the fabric of Marty's shirt, feeling the other man shudder against him as his 
fingertips traveled throgh wisps of hair until the found tight, pink nipples and pinched. He watched intently, 
mouth hanging open, as Marty mewled, eyes falling shut and hands gripping the back of the redhead's shirt, 
balling it into firm fists. And Dave wanted it, wrong as it was. He really, really wanted Marty as he watched 
the flustered face and the tiny sheen of sweat that had begin to gleam along the younger man's forehead. 


Shifting, Dave made sure their groins lined up perfectly, their lips meeting again and Marty's small, tight frame 
felt fantastic against his own as he began to roll his hips. He was grinding and rubbing, thrusting like he would 

if he'd been fucking the smaller man, feeling Marty's limbs shake and shudder under his ministrations. Already 

hard, his cock throbbing and begging for a quick release, the singer felt an equally proud boner digging into his, 
making the delicious friction all the better. 


Panting, Dave buried his face against the side of Marty's neck, licking and nipping, leaving dark bruises, and he 
sped up as he felt the younger man's slender legs spread wider for him, calves hooked over the back of his 
thighs. He was going to cum, and god damhn him, he wouldn't let Junior be on his mind when he did. 


Instead he breathed in the scent of too much cologne that was Marty's and not the cinnamon esque scent 
that belonged to Junior. Instead he buried his nose in tiny, brunette curls and not straight honey blonde and 
sandy brown strands. Instead, he moved hands over a hairy, strong chest and not a smooth slender one. It 
went to his head, how forbidden it was but how right it felt. Growling and mumbling Marty's name, not 
Junior's, the white hot ball of lust built inside of him and exploded as he burst. 


Cum soiled the front of his jeans, and he felt the smaller man tremble, whimpering before stilling. The laid like 
that for what could have been seconds, minutes - neither knew. Dave didn't feel guilty, and that in turn made 
him feel some sort of distanced guilt. Picking his head up, he watched Marty's glazed, half shut eyes and a 

lazy, small smile. So pretty. Chocolate orbs slid shut as the younger man drifted off to what seemed to be a 


peaceful sleep, hands now tangled in flaming orange curls. 


And it stung. Like a million needles piercing Dave's skin. His heart swelled, a warmth occupying it as he admired 
his sleeping friend, but it felt so wrong. He'd gone too far. He'd crossed the finest of lines. He loved Junior, he 
knew he did.. right? 


